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“GO HOME! D’YER HEAR ME? GO HOME!” 
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«What Fools These /fortals Be!” 


We ARE not disposed to minimize the value of Mr. Tom Lawson's 

early muckraking, but at the same time we venture the belief 
that reform in the United States can get along hereafter without him. 
We never had much respect for a reformer whose actuating motive 
Was revenge; it is a pretty poor mainspring. © Lawson has no halo 
coming to him. 


= 
AILROAD, insurance and industrial corporations have all been subjected to 
the assaults. — Senator Foraker on Muckrakers. 


But it was at the Insurance Companies of New York that the 
heaviest assaults were directed. In the hands of that reckless sen- 
sationalist, Charles E. Hughes, the rake stirred the muck tll it boiled. 
Nothing was held sa- 


(From the editorial columns of ‘* The Sun.’’) 
k. RoosEVELT in looking back upon the wide swath of destruction which 
his folly and his insane propensities precipitated upon his otherwise pros- 
perous country, etc., ete. 
(From the news columns of ** The Sun.’’) 

My friends, all this would have happened —let us be fair; as bankers of 
New York always are—if President Roosevelt had never been born.— /’vesi- 
dent Gilbert of the New York State Bankers’ Association. 

= 
“Mr. RoosEvett’s impassioned imaginations,” comments the Lon- 
don Chronicle, “cannot fail to stir public opinion and to inspire 


the moral forces of the nation.” It seems thus to the ].ondon.editor 


because he has the advantage of perspective. It seems thus to the 
American on the Paci- 
fic Slope and to the 





cred. ‘Transactions of 
the most private nature 
were dragged through 
the loathsome mire and 
reputations, spotless 
and untainted, were 
smeared with the black- 
est filth, The net re- 
sult? Why, muck 
merely muck. Dummy 
director muck, private 
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American on the plains 
because he, too, has 
the advantage of per- 
spective. ‘That is why 
the London editor 
“trusts that Congress 


[aEPUBLICAN PARry 
DISTRICT 
SCHOOL HOUSE 














Fa. the President’s message 
C to persevere in anti- 


trust legislation,” and 
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graft muck, nepotism 1 ; eee S\\\ Zee why the American on 
~ XK Hi Ry Hives ) ae 
muck, Andy Fields ["P¥7% Hl 2 i A) oN Wy the Pacific Slope is 
muck, Andy Hamilton V! emai ih a i el ( resolved that Congress 
muck, “yellow dog” Re shall persevere. ‘The 


muck and MucK. As_ |] wg 48 Ay 
Senator Foraker says, yi 4 wig 
“muckraking was the 
first, the fruitful, ‘the 
precipitatory cause of 
all the mischief.” If 
it had not been for 
Mr. Hughes and _ his 
muck rake, the Insur- 
ance Companies would 
have lived blameless 
lives indefinitely. By 
the same logic, if it 
had not been for the 
Clearing House Com- 
mittee, Mr. Morse and 
Mr. Heinze would 
have been conservative 
bankers all their lives. 
If it had not been for 
President Roosevelt, 
the railroads would 
have granted rebates 
to nobody, not even 





trhay? 








people who are cursing 
Roosevelt do not know 
the temper of the Am- 
erican people in the 
vear 1908. They do 
not realize how much 
his “impassioned im- 
agination” has stirred 
public opinion and in- 
spired the moral forces 
of the nation. 


HE BUSINESS of New 

York and the United 
States is not all done in 
Wall Street. — 7he Sun. 


Yet one would think 
so, reading the es- 
teemed Sun. 


“= 
THE RAILROADs have 
finally killed “ ticket- 
scalping” in Chicago, 
andin killing it they had 
the valuable assistance 








to Standard Oil. The 
wisdom of a serpent is 
nothing to the wisdom 
of a Foraker. 


WILL HE GET HIS? 


THE CLAss BULLY.—Yer dassent lick me, teacher. My folks own the school-house. 


of the Hepburn law. 
Let us hope the rail- 
roads will appreciate 
the moral in the case. 


will be encouarged by. 
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Supe vee. a 
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THE GEORGES. “) < -.: 5 


i on the authority of our friend the philoscpher, is, 
after all, the only really permanent thing. we possess. The 
first tale of moonshine was begun by our father Adam —+ the first of his 
race who loved a woman. “And he left his lore té the use of his 
sons, and that was a glorious gain.” > J 3 - 
The glory of the gain may be fully realized by observing a man 
and a maid, of this day and generation, as they saunter contentedly, 
arm in arm, through the sparkling winter sunshine. To the alluring 
shop windows of the Avenue, Marjorie conducts George—her 
George —to point out the various necessities and luxuries which, of 
a certainty, he will have to purchase for her when they have become 
connubially linked, and when he has been: 
promoted to the position of General 
Manager at the office downtown — 
where the money comes from. 
George has been born with a 
predisposition to say “I 
done it.” Mentally he 
could conceal himself be- 
hind a corkscrew. His 
hair is arranged the way 
the barber would do it 
were he giyen carte 
blanche. George is five 
feet six in his stocking 
feet and is just the least 
little bit in the world weak. 
If, instead of a male being, 
George were a railroad sta- 
tion, he would be fashioned 









DRAWN FROM THE WOOD. 





n the railroad world a crooked line 
fwo points. 





_ it does. 







according to the plans and specifications of a large hen coop and 
would have a name like a new breakfast food. On the time-table his 
name. would be set in small type. 

There would be a star beside it, and by referring to the foot- 
note the passenger with an inquiring mind would learn that no train 
would stop at this station except on signal. 

Marjorie is not cognizant of this fact. Truly is the little pagan 
bow-boy’s sight miserably inadequate; but the defect is amply sup- 
plied by his overweening sense of humor. 

Marriage is an institution for the blind. It 
‘was so in the beginning; and as it was in the 
beginning it is now and ever shall be. If 
such were not the case, the world could 
boast of more unmarried Georges than now 


Be this as it may, Marjorie and George 
saunter contentedly arm in arm through the 
sparkling winter sunshine. 

And they are happy. 

Joseph Van Raalte. 


PERHAPS. \ 


hpenettias what is an apos- 
trophe? 

Pa.—An apostrophe is the 
sign of the possessive case, my son. 


Bossy.—Is that why this man FINANCIAL PUZZLE. 
that’s writing one to the ocean, talks WHICH OF ’EM CLEANED OUT 
like he owns it? THE BANK? 


is often the shortest distance between 





TAKE YOUR TIME. ANY TIME YOU LIKE. 






















A BULLY TIME 


A DEVIL OF 
A TIME 2! Zrcgnes 























That rippling wealth of golden hair, 
Those liquid depths of azure eyes 
Would make an anchorite forswear 


“ CONSTANCY.” 


AKE a look at this,” called the 
able editor of the S#/us, that 
great modern magazine which 
leads where all others follow; 
“doesn’t this strike you as a pretty 
fairish bit of verse for the February 
number? And it’s from Boston at 
that. Listen: 








All hope of other paradise. 







And though the Moon forsake the Sea, 
And though the Stars forget to shine, 

Though thou thyself art false to me, 
Yet still, Belinda, I am thine! 


Cordially yours, 
ALGERNON PEARSON WADLEIGH. 














aereainagage A LONG TIME BETWEEN P.S.—This is important.” 
My love is selfish ?— As you pleas e; DRINKS. 67 —~———_ 
” 4 4 
But all for you its warmth endures. “Ah, sighed the sub-editor; “Youth, Youth! 
My love is blind? —Ah, no! it Algernon certainly seems to have been getting his 
sees dates mixed. Still, if I remember rightly, the first lady had a dash of 
One perfect face, and that is yours. red in her hair, and probably the disposition that goes with a milder 
color is safer alongside of the Algernon brand of constancy.” 
Those heavy braids of auburn hair, “Would you change it for him ?” said the chief. 


Those opal depths of constant eyes 
Would make an anchorite forswear 
His treasured hope of Paradise. 


Then, let the Moon forsake the Sea, 
Or Philomel forget his mate, 
Or thou thyself prove false to me, 
My soul shall still be true to Kate. 
ALGERNON PEARSON WADLEIGH. 


By the way, what’s ‘ Philomel’?” 

“Poetry for a nightingale,” replied the learned 
sub-editor. 

“Well, it’s pretty good, anyhow; there’s a sort of 
spontaneity and sincerity about it. Guess we better 
keep it. Don’t you think so?” 

“Oh, go ahead!” agreed the sub-editor; “if 
you don’t take that you’re dead certain to take some- 
thing worse and besides we have a ‘he and she’ pic- 
ture that will go with the thing all right.” 

So, in due time, which may mean anything from 
a week to two months, the following note gladdened 
the constant heart of the patient waiter in Boston: 


‘**“Mr, ALGERNON PEARSON WADLEIGH. 

Dear Sir :— We enclose herewith the check 
of the Stilus Publishing Co. for $8 in payment 
for all rights in your poem entitled ‘Constancy.’ 

Hoping to see more of your work, 


Very truly yours, THE Epitors.” 
Three days later the editor of the S¢/us tossed a note over == —<—_— 
to his lieutenant. “Say! What do you think of this?” he chuckled, ies 4 ge 
and the sub-editor read: = epi a 
** EDIrOR OF THE STILUS. HOW STUPID OF HIM. 

Dear Sir:—1 thank you very much for accepting my verses, SUBURBAN CoME-ON.— Say, you advertise this — this hole in the 
‘Constancy.’ But I would like to ask you as a great favor to ground as Lookout Terrace. Where's the Terrace? I don’t see it. 
make a slight change which I ‘think will considerably improve AGENT OF PROPERTY.— What? Don’t see it! Why, man alive, 
them. Please alter the last two stanzas to read: you had to come down the Terrace in order to get here. 


he man who is so poor that he cannot get credit has a very fair chance 
of one day becoming rich, 
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YES, HIRAM. 

HUMBLE VISITOR.— Say, mister, me an’ maw don’t want t’ 
interrupt yer speechifyin’, but is that the new tube the papers said 
wuz opened lately? 





“Sure!” repliedthesub. “Stand by the boy! Remember that you 
were young yourself once, and besides it won’t make it any worse 
poetry.” 

Thus it was that the Boston mail was made heavier by a note that 
read: 

‘*My DEAR MR. WADLEIGH: — 

Enclosed is a proof of your poem, ‘Constancy,’ changed 
in accordance with instructions. Kindly correct and return 
at once, as it isto appear in the February number. 

Yours truly, 
E. B. DENBEIGH, Assistant Editor.” 


And within the week the proof came back to the office of the Sti/us 
with a few slight corrections—for the last two stanzas now ran: 
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SUBTRACTION 


When a stout person gives a seat to a thin person, nobody cares. 
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Those dancing curls of dark brown hair 
Those laughing depths of hazel eyes 
Would make an anchorite forswear 


All hope of other paradise, 


And when the Moon forsakes the Sea, 

When the Phlegethon no longer flows 
When thou thyself art false to me, 

My heart shall still be true to Rose. 


‘«‘Gee!” reflected the sub-editor; “the fellow’s a Mor- 
mon! I’d like to know how he squared things with the 
other two ladies. Rose... Rose, I should estimate, is a 
nice, comfortable, fluffy sort of a girl. It’s even money 
that she can hold the constant Algernon.” 

But, before two more weeks had come and — 
gone, there arrived from Boston an envelope \ 
bearing a special delivery stamp and con- 
taining an. earnest adjuration to change 
the last two stanzas once more. The 
last — positively and finally the last ver- 
sion was to be: 


Those silken lengths of raven hair, 
Those gentle deeps of pure, gray eyes 
Would make an anchorite forswear 
Ilis golden hope of Paradise. 


And though the Moon forsake the Sea, 
Though Philomel the Rose forget, 
Though thou thyself prove false to me, 

I'll still be true to Violet. 


“My Dear Algernon,” wrote the sub-editor in reply, ‘the 
magazine is already on the press and it is impossible to make the 
changes desired. Stick to Rose.” 

And before the February number of the Sé#/us was for sale on 
all news-stands (10 cents the copy), the sub-editor received from 
Boston a neatly engraved wedding announcement on the bottom of 
which was pencilled, “Many thanks. Have taken your advice.” 
A. P. W.” Arthur Guiterman. 





DANGEROUS DOCTRINE. 


Ew LonGrace.—That new preacher is an out-an’ - out 
modernist. If he ain’t tried fer heresy I ain’t no prophet! 
His Wire.—Sakes alive! What’s he said or done, Hennery? 
Deacon LONGFACE.— Why, he says he can’t see no harm in 
goin’ to church on Sunday in an auttymobile! 





We \ 








AND ADDITION. 


But how different it is when a thin person gives a seat to a stout person. 
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But its op’ry house was over a livery stable. 


And there’s where Bunkhurst had the bulge 
And could and did in sneers indulge, 
For its op’ry house was over a meat emporium. 


Begoshville active got one day 
And moved it’s op’ry house away 
And proudly located it over the drug store. 


But Bunkhurst, not to be outdone, 
Ere yet had set another sun 
Established its op’ry house over the post-office. 


Whereat Begoshville, with a whoop, 
Effected what it styled a ‘‘coup.”’ 
Its new op’ry house ain’t over nuthin’; occupies 
the hull building. 
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Will S. Adkins. 

















A PRACTICAL ROTATION. 


SUPPOSE you follow a system of rotation in your agricultural 
operations,” casually observed the high-browed graduate of the 
modern agricultural college. 

“Follow what kind of a system ?” inquired honest, hard-handed 
Uncle Ezra. 

«A scheme of rotation. That is, take that large field there; 
you put that to one purpose one year, another purpose the next year, 
and still different the third year, and so on.” 

“Oh, yes, I see your meanin’. Well, sir, last year we used the 
proceeds of 


| 


that field to <= ae 
give Eliza- : Fes 
beth her Sy aes 


musical edu- 
cation; this 
year the pro- 
ceeds went 
to pay boot 
in a hoss 
trade that 
1 had the 
honor of en- 
gineerin’, 
and next 
year [ intend 
that field 
shall give 
me a trip 
down to the 
city and 
build a new 
concrete 
smokehouse. 
After that 
I’m countin’ 
on lettin’ the 
youngest 
boy, Henry 
Absalom, 
farm the 











BAROMETER. 


THE VILLAGE BUSINESS 


* tw may say what they wish,” deliberately remarked the editor 
of the Basswood Corners Hustler, ‘“‘but we have means of 
knowing that business at present is far below the normal.” 

“T don’t know how that is,” replied the caller who had dropped 
in to read the weekly exchange from Turkey Trot. “You fellows 
probably have means for knowing exactly.” 

“Indeed, we have. Now, the receipts of this office for last 
week were two cards of thanks, one load of green elm wood, a copy 
of the Congressional Record, forty cents on subscription and five 
cents for a 
bundle of 
old papers, 
as against 
two dressed 
roosters, a 
barrel of ap- 
ples, three 
cords of dry 
hickory, ten 
gallons of 
cider, and 
two collars 
on subscrip- 
tion and an 
invitation to 
a Sunday 
dinner at a 
banker’s, 
for the cor- 
responding 
week of last 
year.” 


OUTRAGE. 


: ONES is 
study- 
ing for the 
ministry, 
isn’t he?” 
“No, no; 


field on he’s only sell- 
shares to ing bibles.” 
kinder get his WHERE THE METEORS COME FROM. “Same _ thing 
hand into the CELESTIAL GOLFER (after an exceptionally bad drive).— Great Peter! There goes another —he’s taking 
work.” lost ball! holy orders.” 


his would be a much happier world if we couldn't borrow trouble except 


on collateral security. 

































THE BARN AND THE RATS. 


Don't burn down the barn to get rid of the rats. 
— Wall Street Wisdom. 
















































N THE STREET which is Wall they’ve a saying, | find, 
That strongly appeals to the ‘practical’ mind; 
For your ‘‘practical’’ person is-caught by a 

phrase, 
Which a ton of perception and logic out- 
weighs. \ 
You may break, you may shatter this phrase, 
if you will, 
But the scent of its sophistry clings to 
it still. 
‘“Go slow, there! go slow!” cry the 
mad moneverats: 
‘Don’t burn down the barn to get 
rid of the rats!” 
CHorus OF Rars. : 
“No! no! Go slow! 


Don’t burn down the barn to get rid of the rats 1” 





Stock jugglers may juggle with other folks’ cash, 
And looters may loot till the market goes smash; 
But the moment Reform lifts a voice or a hand 


”? is heard in'tlie land. 


The cry ‘* You'll hurt business 
You may argue till breathless or black in the*face, 


’Twas ‘‘ Business” that wrought its own wWréck and disgrace. 


———s . 


Could it-go on forever.? Their answer to‘that’s 

‘*Don’t burn down the barn to get rid of the rats!” 
ad OUR MISSING WORD CONTEST.* 

New York Cop. — Iley, move on there, you — — 





*Send answers in fireproof envelopes to Asbestos Editor, Puck, N. ¥. 


CHORUS OF Rats 
“No! no! Go slow! 
Don't burn down the barn to get rid of the vats!” 


© argument stunning! O answer complete! — 
The sum of the wisdom and wit of the Street. 
We know it is hollow and isn't sincere, 

But it sounds pretty good to the ‘‘ practical” ear. 





It’s claptrap, of course, but it's good of its kind, 
And it gets, as I say, to the ‘* practical ’’ mind 
So as ‘‘practical’’ people we take off our hats: — 


o 90 


‘*Don’t burn down the barn to get rid of the rats! 





CHORUS OF Rats. 
‘No! no! Go slow! 
Don't burn down the barn to get vid of the rats!” 





I take it the right way to clean out the shack 
Is the method advised by the bug-killing quack : 
Take two blocks of wood and between them insert 





One rodent, and press till the critter’s inert ; 






‘Thien insert Number Two, and proceed as 
before.”’ 

It may take some time, but we've ons 
galore. 

There’s no need of torches, nor 
even of*cats: 

Dén't burn down the barn to get 
rid of the rats! 


Cuorvus oF Rats. 
‘“*No! no! no! no! 
Don't burn down the barn to 
get rid of the rats!” 
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| JOURNALISTIC FORESIGHT. LZ: } 
: ests BH ye . ANK Husover.—Is th’ eddytor uv the 
: OUTCLASSED. ~ © > % Flagstaff goin’ t’ come out in favor uv iacorporatin’ the village ? 
CELEBRATED ACTOR,— Ye gods! What fame have I beside the St SourHBoTToM.— You bet! He ’lows a Financial Statement 
latest brand of chewing gum! = ya gt added onto th’ De-linquent List, ’ud make ’im right comfortable. 
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THE SEVEN STAGES. 









MONDAY. 

HE police have been notified that Tommie Gib- 
bons, the thirteen-year-old son of John Gibbons, 

a street-car conductor, is missing. 


7 
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PUESDAY. 
CHILD IS LOST. 
No trace has been found of little ‘Tommy Gib- 
bons, the missing son of John Gibbons of the 
Street Railway Company. — He is described 















as being, cic, 
WEDNESDAY. 
FOUL PLAY SUSPECTED. 

The police are at sea in the hunt for the 
missing child of John Gibbons who is well 
known by reason of his traction interests. — It 
is feared that the boy has met with foul play. 
When last seen, ete. 








THURSDAY. 
KIDNAPPED! 


No Clew to Whereabouts of Little ‘Tommie Gibbons. 


4 
S 


It has been learned that two suspicious-looking men 
were loitering about the home of John Gibbons, the rail- 
road operator, on the day that his little son, ‘Tommie, was first 
missed. It is now generally believed, etc. 








FRIDAY. 


CHILD STEALERS Sie HAD THE Hao 
r) 
“hi and N ‘ Captured Mrs. TuRNER.— Dead for a rear /—your husband! Why, Mrs. 
Cena SNe Degre Me Lapeer. Stiler, you should have written to me. 
WERE SEEN WITH LITTLE BOY. Mrs. SriLer.—I truly did intend to write, Mrs. ‘Turner but, do 
Detectives’ Good Work. you know, I tramped over the whole city and couldn’t find a single 





: j . ons . black-bordered souvenir postal. 
The police have the kidnappers of little ‘Tommie, the son of I 























John Gibbons, the traction magnate, behind the bars. The 
prisoners have practically confessed the crime and much 
credit, etc. 
SATURDAY. . h 
es 
d 
8 
LITTLE ‘TOMMIE GIBBONS VICTIM OF a 
TERRIBLE PLOT. d 
BLACK HAND 
; 
- al , . il 
Three Members of Society Under Arrest. ; 
CLOTHES FOUND. is oO 
Chinaman and Negro Released. % = . 
When to-day John Gibbons, the Railroad King, posi- | 
tively identified the clothes of his murdered son, there were - ke 
many wet eves among the central office inen, who watched t] 
a father mourn his only child. It is now known for certain c 
that, ete. e B 
SUNDAY. Hy k 
PERSONAL. %, bh 
Tommie Gibbons, the thirteen-year-old son of John Gibbons, a street- 
car conductor, returned to his home to-day. He spent the past week with "€ 
an aunt. + 
Laurence Ditto Young. ; : d 
eer Pes ae aS . u 
A COMPROMISE. +. ee " 
A GRADUATE in medicine’ oe h 
Might prove a failure utter : . an 
——————— As Captain on the fighting line, eae SI 
But surely he would make a fine oy ao te 
= Commander of a Cutter. t 
— en THEY’D OUT-CZAR NICHOLAS. ae d 
4 /l- SLACKENS ; ; ; " 3 te W 
ee cae Aye Harpacre.— I believe in government ownership 





Se of all monopolies, especially the railroads. S 
IS THIS A MURDEROUS MOB? | Uncie Backacue.—I dunno ’bout-that. . Ever stop ter . 
Oh, no indeed! It is a company of merry wedding guests. The happy think what the conductors ’d be like if they had the hull army 
couple almost got away. and navy backin’ ’em up? ati 
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TATTLETOWN TOPICS. 


E SHOULD like to see in our midst such a 

barn-raisin’ once more as took place the year 

Rufe Benton’s barn was raised and somebody put 

something additional in the cider. Rufe was in 

the other day, and says he ain’t ever recovered 

from the way he laughed at Ezra Perkins and Eli 
Green starting for home in each other’s wagons. 


We judge planting time will see Eben Bur- 











dock Wright taken sick. Eben likes some other 








SUBSEQUENT GROWTH OF A CERTAIN SHIELD. 


THE CASE OF BROTHER SASSOON. 


os * sHO’LY has to watch night and day to sustain yo’ ’ligious 
correctitude,” sententiously remarked good old Brother Bim- 
melick. ‘ Uh-kase old Satan never lay off fum bid- 
ness—he don’t envelope no hackin’ cough and 
hatter go way off som’ers to a health resort to recip- 
rocate; nussah!—he dess grinds on and on like 
a buzz-saw; and dess de very minute yo’ 
thinks yo’se’f plumb safe fum him — er- 
zow /—he’s got yo’! 
“Dar was de c’lamity dat done fell 
upon Brudder Sassoon— him wid de 
wooden leg, yo’ rickylec’. Uh- 
well, sah, de devil done ’tacked 
him right in de church, and took 
dat po’ brudder’s ’fliction and 
slapped him plumb out’n good 
standin’ wid it. Brudder Sassoon 
had been outside de fellership for 
goodness how long—lI fuhgits 
now dess what ’twuz dat got him 
crossways, but, ’tennyrate, dar he 
was, up-wallerin’ in de sasspole oo’ sin, 
and all de rest of us tryin’ to saturate 
him back into de church. But he hung off 
twell de Bishop—yo’ knows de Bishop, big, 
po’tly yallaw gen’leman—took to laborin’ wid 
him. Well, he come th’oo, dat disreluctant brudder did, and he 
come clean, and de Bishop fotched him back to de fold, tudder Sun- 
day mawnin’, wid banners flyin’. 

De Bishop was plumb tickled wid de success of de operation, 
and yuh dey domes up de aisle, de Bishop ahead, wavin’ aside 
de rusher and uh-rushin’ de stray lamb up to de front hisse’f, proud 
as a Tommy-turkey, wid Brudder Sassoon stobbin’ along behint on 
his wooden leg, and a whole puhcussion o’ brudders dat had he’ped 
in de ’suasion uh-troopin’ along atter ’em, and de house rockin’ wid 
de glad hallerlooyers of welcome for de lamb dat was lost, and deef 
old Brudder Totterly, over yan, dat couldn’t hear what was bein’ 
said but indawsed it, dess de same; uh-hollerin, every now and ag’in, 
‘Same over yuh, Bruddren and Sistahs!, Same over yuh!’ 

“ And den, dess as de Bishop was bowin’ low and uh-wavin’ de 
lost sheep into de pew, po’ Brudder Sassoon stobbed his wooden leg 
th’oo a knot-hole in de flo’, and tumbles. for’ard wid a howl, and 
cracks de Bishop’s bowed head ker-bim wid his own head. De 
Bishop is yallah, like I says, and Brudder Sassoon bein’ black, he 
knocks de Bishop flat. And de brudders dat was-troopin’ along 
behint tumbled all over Brudder Sassoon and de Bishop and tromped 
‘em good, and a brudder fum over at Timbkinsville, dat’s a hawse- 
doctah, hollered dat Brudder Sassoon was enjoyin’ a fit, and jumps 
up and sets on his head-to hold him. Po’ Brydder Sassoon man- 
iged to waller loose atter a spell, and unbuckléd his wooden leg and 
knocked dat hawse-doctah -brudder end-over-ways, and lit in to 
hommerin’ de Bishop like a houn’, and Brudder Dinger, de gamblin’ 
man, hollered dat ke’d bet two to one on de black, and ali de 
sistahs swahmed in to he’p de dear Bishop, and old Brudder Tot- 
terly kept hollerin’ ‘Same over yuh!’ uh-kaze he didn’t know what 
twuz about. And sich a gwine round and round yo’ never did see! 

Brudder Sassoon was put right out’n de church ag’in and swo’ 
dat he never would come into no fold nary nudder time. And a 
white man done writ a piece about it for de comical papers. 

“Nussah! Yo’ isn’t safe, no time nor ’casion, fum de wiles o’ 
Satan, less’n yo’ watch like a hawk.” 








Tom P, Morgan. 


kind of work better. 


Frank Newcomb’s son, Frank, Jr., is home from 
college for a brief spell. His hat is a Peach. 


Seed potatoes at Root’s store. Also seed beans, extra 
choice. This don’t mean for Eben Burdock Wright to lay 
up aldngside the pails too much, and let his hands wander. 


Philena Davis has bought her a cow of Deacon Elijah Still. 
The price is kept quiet. We guess there was one. 


Pres. Roosevelt’s advice to hit the line hard was observed by 
the party who ran through Abner 
Dingle’s yard and busted his 
clothes line, and left a trail 
of blood, one night last 
week. 


Ike Sholalski, the Pole 
employed by Deacon Jo- 
siah Huddy, was used 
rough down to the rail- 
road station last week on 
account of tying the Dea- 
con’s balky horse to a 
freight train that was start- 
ing out. Ike is an ingeni- 
ous cuss, but careless. 

Fred Ladd. 


A HANDY LITTLE THING. 





THE GARRET. 


UR skyscrapers shoulder 


O 


And yet from our buildings 


The clouds in the dawn 


The garret is gone. 


Gone leisurely graces 
It held in its hoard; 
What sentiments happy, 
What treasures it stored! 


Old love-letters yellowed 
And faded brocades 

Were mingled with slippers 
And old rusty blades. 


The rain-drops made music, 
Not tears and a sigh — 
Now that is my notion 
Of mansions on high. 


Where tender romances 
Live freshened for aye — 
In fact, one vast Garret 
That covers the sky. 
McLandburgh Wilson. 








DANGEROUS. 


Aig menselee seat dream 
about my girl. 

LITTLE BEss1E.—Do 
you? 

LittLte WILiie.— Yes. 
I killed two fellows about 
her last night. 





FourtH HAnp. 
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he attends his own wedding. 


young man never thoroughly appreciates his own insignificance until 
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THE LABEL 


A BLEND OF STRAIGHT 
RYE WHISKIES— FOUND 
ON THE BOTTLE OF 


HUN TER 


ALTIMORE 


RYE 


IS IN CONFORMITY WITH THE 
PURE FOOD LAW, AND MEANS 
THAT IT IS COMPRISED OF AB- 
SOLUTELY PURE RYE WHISKIES 
BLENDED FOR THE PURPOSE 
OF MAKINGIT A MORE MELLOW 
AND PALATABLE DRINK THAN 
ANY STRAIGHT WHISKEY, 
WHETHER BOTTLED IN BOND 
OR OUT OF BOND. 


00000000000 00 00 OHI 


Sold at all first-class cafes and by jobbers. 
WM. LANAHAN & SON, Baltimore, Md. 
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Many a brush of homely red whiskers 
hides a homelier face.— Somerv. Journal. 


White Rock 





‘‘The World’s Best Table Water” 


Funniest Book of the Year, ‘‘ Richard’s Poor Almanack,” bound 
and illustrated, sent for 10c, Address WHITE ROCK, Flatiron Building, N. Y. 





TAKE YOUR CHOICE. 


“T have heard and read a lot about 
eminent lawyers who are supposed to 


_ have been sitting up burning the mid- 
| night electricity inventing devious 








methods whereby their clients may re- 
sort to corrupt ways and still remain 
inside the revised statutes. I don’t 
believe it." —Zx-Ambassador Choate. 





‘Show me how I may do this thing” 
—that is often the command of the 
capitalist to the counsellor. The lawyer 
does not inquire into the motives— be 
they sinister or benevolent—of his 
client. It is frequently his work merely 
to devise means by which the proposed 
object may be realized without trans- 
gressing the letter of the law. One 
well-known New York attorney not 
long ago remarked jocularly to his 
friends that he was “counsel-in-chief to 
the criminal-rich.”— Zhe IVorld’s Work. 


“OnE REALLY RESPONSIBLE MAN.” 


Punish future infractions of the laws by the corporations; punish the officials 
and not the stockholders. , \f juries hesitate and fine the corporations it is an act 


of great injustice; in short, it is an outrage. 


Let the present laws stand and 


watch their result, for the wise physician prescribes one medicine and watches 


| its effect before prescribing another.—A“antic Monthly. 


JESTS OF THE Roap. 


“Dis hobo life is tough, Bill. 
only de leddy couldn’t trow straight.” 


I ast fur bread and would have got a stone, 


“T ast fur a piece of pie onct and got a lot o’ stones.” 
“Yer cheek made de leddy mad, I s’pose.” 
“No; but it was cherry pie she give me.”— Philadelphia Ledger. 


> BAYER 
a Bot eon eel 





Without 
an 
Equal 





Sold by leading dealers 





In Kentucky the thirsty man catches 
at a straw.— Somerville Journal 
























A Burlesque Historical Novel 





Monsieur d’en 
Brochette * % 


By the Humorous Syndicate 


JOHN KENDRICK BANGS 
ARTHUR HAMILTON FOLWELL 
and BERT LESTON TAYLOR 


29 Full-page Illustrations by FRANK A. NANKIWELL 





This ‘‘ historical account of certain 
of the adventures of Huevos Pasada Par 
Agua, Marquis of Pollio Grille, and 
Count of Pate de Foie Gras, is a clever 
and amusing burlesque on the novel of 
histrio—adventure. We consider it 
strange it has not been done before, 
but it is certainly well done now. 


—Detroit Free Press. 


‘*Monsieur D’En Brochette.”’ is acap- 
ital travesty of the romances of the 
sword by American imitators of Alex- 
andre Dumas which have been so num- 
erous and — in the last few years. 
The satire is keen and even the victims 
cannot fail to admire the skill with 
which the sharp thrusts are given. 


—The Cleveland Plain Dealer. 


PRICE 


The adventures which Robert Gaston 
de Launay Alphonse, Marquis of Pollio 
Grille, Count of Pate de Foie Gras, and 
Much Else Besides, succeeds in crowd- 
ing into the short space of forty-eight 
hours are astounding. 


—Louisville Courier-Journal, 


IN HANDS 
CLOTH BIN 


OME 
DING 


FIETY CENTS 








of price by 


All Booksellers, or mailed anywhere on receipt 
PUCK, New York 























DEADLY. 


AMERICAN.— No, duelling isn't allowed in this country, except with 
one kind of weapon. 

PARISIAN.—Ah-h! Tell me ze name of zat weapon, so ze next time 
ze Americane insult me, I 4now zat weapon. : 

AMERICAN.— Lawyers. 





If you need a bracer in the morning try a glass of 
soda and a little of Abbott's Bitters. You'll be 
surprised how it will brighten you up. 
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A Club-Cochtail 


= OTTED DELIGHT 





Hol 


ma! 


after giving 


trial. 5« 


old lique 


the pert 


kinds, 0 


(Gin base), 


The fo 








\NDS have discarded the idea of 


g their own cocktails — all 

the CLUB COCKTAILS a fair 
entifically blended from the choicest 
s and mellowed with age make them 
t cocktails that they 


will 


are. Seven 


st popular of which are Martini 


Manhattan (Whiskey base). 
»wing label appears on every bottle: 


Guaranteed under the National Pure 
Food and Drugs Act, Approved June 
30th, 1906. Serial No. 1707. 


G. F. HEUBLEIN & BRO., Sole Props. 


Hartford 


HENRY 


New York 


London 





LINDENMEYR 


& SONS 


PAPER WAREHOUSE, 


#, 34 and 36 Bleecker Street. 


BrancH WARKHOUSK : 20 Beekman Street, 
All kinds of Paper made to order. 


\ New Youre. 


Bounp to Crop 
Up. 

With the campaign 
year now three 
weeks old, it’s 
pretty near time we 
were harvesting a 
new crop of old citi- 
zens who voted for 
Abraham Lincoln.— 
Detroit Free Press. 


A One-Bes1- Bet. 

An old country 
gentleman returning 
home rather late, 
discovering a yokel 





who, when asked 
| his business there, 
| stated he had only 
come a-courting. 
‘*Come a what?” 
said the irate gentle- 
man. 
‘* A-courting, sir. 
| l’se courting Mary.” 
“Tv’salie! What 
do you want a lan- 
tern for? 
used one when I was 
a young man.” 
‘‘No, sir?’’? was 
the yokel’s reply; 
**T didn’t think yer 
‘ad judging by the 
missis. The 
Argonaut. 


AN ADVANTAGE. 
One advantage of 
living in a two- 
family flat is that 
you can lie in bed 
while the landlord 
shovels off the snow. 
— Detroit Free Press. 








with a lantern under 
his kitchen window, | 


I never | 











Laund 


7. 
24 $19.54 


The _ oe Litholin way. 
1% doz. Litholin Co! . $1.50 


ering Cuffs 156 ine. . . 


$16.04 

With a damp cloth they wipe on, ont as white as 

when new. Won't wilt, crack or fray. 
Collars 25c. Cuffs 50c. 

Ask for LITHOLIN (Waterproof Linen) at your shirt 
store. If not in stock, send style, size and remittance, and 
we will mail to any address, postpaid. 

Catalogue complete with all latest styles free on request 


The Fiberloid Co., Dept. 2, 7 Waverly Pi., N.Y. 





| when he was born?”’ 


| the bride away?” 








FOR OF BRAINS 


IGARS 


“MADE AT KEY WEST— 
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a high, glowing,dur- 


metals,but the polish (ESN | 
Bar Keepers Friend 


Jasts, it willshine on! It benefits all metals, minerals of 
‘wood while ae ay b em. 25¢ 1 lb box. For sale by 
and dealers. md 2c stamp for sample to | 
‘liam Hoffman, 295 E. Washington St.,1 P 
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| season is that a man 


Cc “hicago Inter-Ocean. 


|No Licut or Davy. | 


Bacon. — When | 
did your child first | 
see the light of day ? 

EGBERT.—I don’t 
really remember. 

‘*Don’t remember 





‘‘Oh, yes, I re- 
member when he was 
born, but I don’t re- 
member when he first 
saw the light of day. 
You see, he was born 
in London.”’ — Yon- 
kers Statesman. 


MATTER OF Bar- 
TER. 
‘‘Swell wedding, 
wasn’t it? Who gave 


‘* She wasn’t given 
away. ‘The papers 
had all been made out 
for a regular sale.”’ 
Philadelphia Ledger. 


advan- 
the winter 


ANOTHER 
tage of 


doesn’t get fooled 
every day or two in 
buying cantaloupes. 
— Somerville Jour- 
nal, 





ONE of the most 
economical ways of 
spending the winter 
is to secure passage to 
and fro on the ocean 
steamships. The 
rates are so low that 
it pays one better to 
stay aboard than to 
land at either side.— 
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LI 2 UEUR 
PERES 
CHARTREUX 


—GREEN AND YELLOW— 


Known as Chartreuse 


The 
Highest Grade 
After-Dinner 
Liqueur 


The only cordial 
made by the Car- 
thusian Monks 
who have - se- 
curely guarded 
the secret of its 





manufacture for 


hundreds of years 
alone 


and who 


Pres Chartren 


possess a know- 
ledge of the ele- 


ments of _ this 





delicicus nectar. 





At first-class Wine Merchants, Grocers, Hotels, Cafés, 
Batjer & Co., 45 Broadway, New York, N. Y., 
Sole Agents for United States. 
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907, BY KEPPLER & SCHWARTHANW 
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SO YOU'RE GOING HOME TO-MORROW. 
By E. Frederick. 


avure in Sepia, 20x 15 in. 





0) GY KEPPLER & SCHWARTHAWN 


PRICE ONE DOLLAR. 











A SUMMER CONSTELLATION. 


By Gordon H. Grant. 





Photogravure in Sepia, 11x8 in. 


PRICE TWENTY-FIVE CENTS. 











Address PUCK, New York 


These are a few examples of the 
PUCK PROOFS. Send 10 cents for 
Catalogue with over Seventy Mini- 
ature Reproductions. 




















‘THE WATCHFUL CHAPERON. 
“*| wish that young man would not take Ethel so far out.”” 
By Gordon H. Grant. 

Photogravure in Sepia, 12x 15 in. PRICE FIFTY CENTS. 





295-309 Lafayette Street 


A PASTORAL STUDY. 
By George W. Blake. 








Photogravure in Sepia, 15x12 in 


PRICE FIFTY CENTS 





COMMENCEMENT—OR THE FINISH 
By Stuart Travis. 


Photogravure in Sepia, 15X12 in. 


PRICE FIFTY CENTS 
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AFTER WATERLOO. 


Mr. F. Augustus Heinze is perhaps 
the most remarkable of the very new 
multimillionaires whose frenzied meth- 
ods of finance have caused such wide- 
spread hysteria in America. In ap- 
pearance Mr. Heinze is startlingly like 
the great Napoleon.—London Express. 


FREE RANGE To FANCY. 


Newspaper men were to be excluded 
from a famous trial. 

“That’s good,” one of them re- 
marked. “I hate to be hampered by 
facts in writing up a case of this kind.” 
—Philadelphia Ledger. 





| 


THe Ampicuous Loab. 


Jaccer.—I came home loaded last 
night. , 

ParsSON (in pained surprise). — 
Loaded? 

JaccEerR.— Yes, loaded with Christ- 
mas presents for the children. 

Parson.— With Christmas presents ? 

JaGGER.— Yes. 

PaRson.— Why, my dear man, this 
is not Christmas-time! 

JAGGER.— Well, didn’t I say I was 
loaded ? —Lippincott’s. 


BRIGHT OUTLOOK. 
Karr.— What makes you think that 
you are going to succeed in business ? 
BaGsTER.—— Because my partner has 
$500,000.—Somerville Journal. 


GivE some beggars money for a 
square meal, and they will start at 
once for a free-lunch counter.— Somer- 
ville Journal. 








Evans 





le 


RDINARY water only makes 
ordinary ale, but it takes} 


something better to make 


Evans’ Ale, and the Evans brew- 
ery has it—hence the difference. 


Clubs, Hotels, Restaurants, and Dealers. 

















BUNNER’S 
Short Stories 





SHORT SIXES 


They will delight all sorts and 
conditions of readers. 
— Pittsburgh Dispatch. 


The Runaway Browns 


Will bring more than one hearty 
laugh even from those unused to 
smile.—N., P. & S. Bulletin, 


Made in France 


Though the creations are de 
Maupassant’s the style is Bun- 
ner’s, and we are well acquainted 
with that quaint humor and orig- 
inality. — Detvazt Fry Press. 


More Short Sixes 


You smile over their delicious 
absurdities, perhaps, but never 
roar because — are “awfully 
funny.’’— Boston Times. 


The Suburban Sage 


Mr. Bunner in the present vol- 
ume writes in his most happy 
mood. — Boston Times. 





Five Volumes, in Cloth, - $5.00 
or separately : 


‘Per Volume, - - 17.00 


For sale by all Booksellers, 
or by mail from the 
Publishers on receipt 
of price. 


Address: 
PUCK, New York. 














Many Merits 


(jarrick Cab 
, Whiske 


“THE BEST IN THE HOUSE” 








Alfred E. Norris & Co., Proprietors, Phiiadelphig 


ee, 





NOT NEEDED. 


‘* And —er—er — you say they killed a dear right over in 
those woods last month?” 

“‘Yesser, right over yonder.” 

‘‘Oh, well, if you’re quite sure he was £i//ed why —er— 
there’s no use of my going over.” 





Try a 
tablespoonful of Abbott's Bitters in sweetened water 
before meals. At grocers or druggists. 


Do you get up tired and feel tired all day? 





PROMOTED. 


The seventeen-year-old daughter of a widely known naval officer was ét- 
tertaining a friend in Washington, when the latter gave expression to her delight 
that the eldest sister of the girl in question had become engaged to a lieutenant 
in the same service as her father. 

“But I’m sure you're going to miss your sister dreadfully,” she added. 

The other smiled. “Oh, dear, yes!” she exclaimed. “But just think oft 
my dear—this change advances me a number!” —Ziffincot?’s. 


Ir is a great comfort to some people that the wearing of large diamonds’ 
considered vulgar.— Somerville Journal. 


In these times of long-distance telephones the task of asking Bryan to abd- 
cate ought not to be considered dangerous.— Philadelphia Ledger. 


It’s a great pity that the man who has a great command of language. 
doesn’t oftener command it to keep still— Somerville Journal. 





@ 20TH CENTURY LIMITED— 


FASTEST LONG DISTANCE TRAIN IN THE WORLD 
Saves a Day Each Way between New York and Chicago 
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Een Napou. 
Here een Noo Yorka, where am I 
Seence I am landa las’ July, 
All gray an’ ogly ees da sky, 
An’ cold as eet can be. 
But steell so long I maka mon’, 
So long ees worka to be done, 
I can forgat how shines da sun 
Een Napoli. 


But O! w’en pass da boy dat sal 
Da violets, an’ I can smal 
How sweet dey are, I no can tal 
How seeck my heart ees be. 
I no can work, how mooch I try, 
But only seet an’ wondra why 
I could not justa leeve an’ die 
Een Napoli. 
—Catholic Standard and Times. 


HOMEOPATHIC. 





“My wife has that awful disease, | 
kleptomania.” 
“Is she trying to cure it?” 
“Well, she is taking something all 
the while.” —Zippincott’s. 





To know just how to sing’s a thing 
Desirable, but then 

It’s well to know how not to sing, 
And also where and when. 
—-Catholic Standard and Times. 


| 
More IMPORTANT. | 
. | 
RYE 


FERDINAND WESTHEIMER & SONS WHEN a girl asks you to guess her | 
gears: Aneta ST. JOSEPH, 0 | age, if you think she is twenty-one, 


- _ | take off two; if you think she is twenty- 
| 














As \ RULE, a woman can pack a |three, take off three; if you think 
trunk better than a man, but a man ‘she is twenty-five, take off four; and 
can unpack it much quicker than a soon. ‘This will tend to make you 
woman. — Somerville Journal. popular. — Somerville Journal. 











PUCK PROOFS 


PHOTOGRAVURES FROM PUCK 





COPYRIGHT, 1906, SY KEPPLER & SCHWARZMANH 














EVOLUTION OF THE ENGAGEMENT RING. 
By Shef Clarke. 
Photo Gelatine Print, 12x9 in. PRICE 25 CENTS. 


COPTRICHT. 1906, GY REPPLER & SCHWAR/ Wann 


gq These are but 
two examples of the 
PUCK PROOFS. 
Send 10 cents for 
new Catalogue with 
over Seventy Mimia- 
ture Reproductions. 


> 
Address PUCK, 
295-309 Lafayette St., 
New York: 























GOL DARN THAT CITY FELLER! 
By Gordon H. Grant. 
Photograyure in Sepia, 15 x 20 in. PRICE 75 CENTS. 





















PALL MALL 


FAMOUS CIGARETTES 
















lor Social Gatherings 






A Shilling in London 
A Quarter Here 
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THE COATED TONGUE. 
THE Surprise Party (lo the surprised party).— No occasion for 


alarm! I have no wish to acquire a dark brown taste. 


GREAT BEAR SPRING WATER, 
“its Purity Has Made It Famous.” 
Sold by good druggists and grocers. 


THe PEACEABLE Ract 
‘‘Who says that the Irish are fighters be birth?” 
Says little Dan Crone. 
‘*Faix, there’s not a more peaceable race on th’ earth, 
If ye l’ave ‘em alone 


**Tim O'Toole? Well, I grant ye now, there is a lad 
That’s beset wid the curse o’ pugnacity bad, 
But he’s jisht th’ ixciption that’s provin’ the rule; 
An’ what else could ye ask from a lad like O’ Toole? 
Shure, he’s sich a big mountain o’ muscle and bone, 
Sizin’ up to the heft o’ some siventeen stone. 
That he fair aggravates iv'ry other bould buck 
To be wishful to hand him a couple for luck. 
An’ to prove that there’s others as clever as him. 
Now, I ask ye, suppose ye was husky as Tim, 
Don’t ye think ’twould be right ye should take a delight 
In defindin’ yer title an’ testin’ yer might?” 

Says little Dan Crone. 


‘Is itme? Arrah! now it is jokin’ ve are 
But I bid ye be careful an’ not go too far 
Shure, it’s true I’m no more nor the height o’ yer waist, 
But there’s manny a bigger has sampled a taste 
O’ the knuckles that’s bunched in this little ould fisht 
Where's the dog wouldn’t fight whin his tail gets a twisht? 
Do I hunt fur the throuble? Mayhap, now, it’s thrue 
Upon certain occasions that’s jisht what I do: 
Shure, how else would they Know —I’m that stunted an’ small — 
I'd the heart of a man in me body at all?” 

Says little Dan Crone. 


‘*Well, thin, keep yer opinion. ’Tis little it’s worth,” 
Says little Dan Crone. 
‘*Faix, we’re jisht the most peaceable race on the earth, 
If ye l’ave us alone.” —Catholic Standard and Times, 
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